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Piano Playing 

So Easy It's Really Amazing! 




Mr. Dave Minor, Who Is On The Radio 
Front Coast-to-Coast, Guarantees He 
Will Teach You To Play The Piano 
By Ear Without Knowing One Music 
Note From Another, Or No Cost 



Mr. Dave Minor, the 
sing a tune, and if you 
weeks at the piano, he 



who guarantees if you can hum, whistle, or 

willing to spend a few minutes a day for three 

liano, he can teach you In play the piano by ear, entirely 

notes of liny kind. It .sounds loo good to lie true, but it is 

"'»™ i' ff- wiih-sbMj just by mailing (he coupon. 



FREE 



DAVE MINOR'S FAMOUS 
"PLAY BY EAR'' PIANO 

SONG BOOK GIVEN FREE 



You tan prove it for j 

Special Introductory Offer 

Here is an outstanding offer to everyone who would 
like to play the piano. Mr. Minor hiis just, completed a 
new "play by ear" piano course that is the easiest and 
quickest method you ever saw. It's so good and so prac- 
tical that if, in three weeks, you've not- actually playing 
the piano, your money back. Now, isn't .that fair? So, 
don't wait. Mail the coupon now and get in on a special 
offer so wonderful it's amazing. 




COMPLETE 
COURSE OF 
HOME 
INSTRUCTION 



SEND NO MONEY. . . Mail Coupon . . . Test at Our Risk 



Even if you never phi veil the piano or difn't know c 
from another, Dave Minor's new improved "play by i 
piano course must Leach you or you are not out a red c 
It contains all tlir [>ici ores, nil the easy-to-follow ii 
It's as simple as ABC. 25 lessons in all, less than Gc a lesson! 
For over 23 years, Uav* Minor h:is heeu leaching folks to play 
the piano. He lias thousands of salislital students, but never 
■■-*- MAIL THIS COUPON'- — — 

MR. CAVE MINOR. Studio 7S-J ■ 

230 East Ohio Street, Chicago 11, III. 

Send y„at l>r»m! .»■. ™tii[.Mi> "I'lny liy Ear'- Coun 



hind. (5<;,,il ll.i-l wiili order 
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before has he been able to olTor you such a complete and 
simplified method In [Jay 1 he piano !>y car. You start playing 
chords at once, and soon you'll lie playing all kinds of songs 
From Dave Minor's bin free soup: luxih. for your own pleasure 
and for the entertainment of your family and friends. Mad 
the coupon, pay Sl.-l',) plus C.O.D. positive on arrival on 
guarantee you may return course in three weeks, if not 
satisfied, for full refund. 

If you act promptly, now, Dave Minor will give you, abso- 
lutely free of extra cos is, this bit; "ii-pu^i- hunk of 50 America's 
favorite songs. There's not one nod! of music in this book, 
but it teaches you to play waltzes, ballads, marches, patriotic 
and popular sohgs. All you do is follow the first few pages 
of the Piano Course and you can play any song from this 
DELUXE Song Book. You net lias SutiK Book free just by 
ordering the new anil siiuplilied "play by ear" piano course 
that is guaranteed to teach you (o play the piano or money 
back. Mail coupon today. 

WAVE MINOR, STUDIO 5 Ml 

230 East Ohio, Chicago 11, III. 



et. New York Cit: 
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ANVONI WHO CAN PUNCH 
LWETHAT IS MOD- IT 
WAS A TERRIFIC PUNCH- 
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HHLLO, MUBRAV.. 

MBULO,KAV- 
SAV WHAT'S GOING 
ON MERE-- DID I 

■ JfSS 9QMSTI 



3 




LST'B stop here 

A WMM.B- 

IT CAN'T BB THAT 
uvetae GOING 
WWONG WAV ■• 
BUT IT'S GBTTIN& 
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Qmy fools would do battle 

^wrm BOOMERANG ANP 

DJANA... FOR, IN A VERY FEW 

MINUT ES... 

THAT FINISWFS 

men off.... 

NOW TO START 
ON THE 
OTHERS 





Mj^HE WORLD'S 
H AIUMBER ONS. 
\\{OAf/£ ■ BOBBIN, 
1 •'COMICS'" 
BM'CORtAICK. 
INDULGES IN ONE 

OF HIS MOST 
STRENUOUS DAYDREAM 
ADVENTURES AS HE 
HELPS CycLOMC 
CAPTAIN 
CATAPULT 
battle the forces 
<* evil. and corrup. 

HON inTHEHEAST 
OF A GREAT CITy 



GOLLY WE'RE SOUS' FASTER THAN 

STREAK OP THUNDER AN'LIGHTAIIN 

I BETCMA 



V 





AME> 


HOWoo 


f fi 


ft^^/THISt 


at /'f-. 


M— ^H WAV, 


W *■■-'■ M 


SiIb" 'I no 




«H»A one 


gk -|1 


BBHI_J will - 


S *— ■jf| 


9Hf 1 SEE 


■ *3I 


Hn me 
■ojH leave ^ 


9& __J|f 


vil THE \ 


I ■ I 


*/■£-) house! 


1 t3 


•fs^ - "" - *- 






K. 


i'% - -sr- 3 ^ 






MOMENT LATEP CORP. 
TDM MAN LEV STANDS 
REVEALED AS THAT SEN- 
SATIONAL SCOURGE OF 
SKULKING- SCOUNDRELLY 
CAPTAIN CATAPULT. 



X. LITTLE LATER 
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OKAV, PARD/JER - THE/N . 
CLIMB. ONTO THE ROOF 
OF THAT RDRCH, AND 5EL 
IF THE CROOKS ARE ALL L 
FATHERED IN THE ROOM 
ON THE SECOND FLOOR - 
JFTHEy AHE.PAL, SIVE 
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£>is»LLY O' MOORE ANP SCOOP 
SCANLCN COME ACROSS ONE OF 
TH£ /MOST AMAZING- CRIMES IN 
THEIR CAREERS, AS THEV MEET 
THE MAN WHO WAS RE5PON- 
SfSLK FOR 

DEATH an, ICE/ 
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®UB STCRV &E&N5 W THE 
SPtTOBlAL OFF/CSS OF THE 
0AILS CHRONICLE 1 , 



— WE'VE DECIDED TO LET 
YOU HAVE A COUPLE OP WEEKS' 
VACATION COR VOUR OOOD WORK! 
THERE'S A ROOM RESERVED POR 
•YOU AT SNOW KINO LODC-E.' 
THE WINTER SPORTS ARE JUST 




,;-> 



OF COURSE, IF VOU HAPPEN 1 
TO SJUN INTO A PIECE OP 

NEWS DON'T FORGET 

THAT YOU'RE STILL A " 
CHRONICLE REPORTER/ 
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BVBWL CWVS LATER — 



BOY/.' THIS IS THE LIFE,' WHAT 
A RELIEF TO G-ET AWAY FROM 
THE CITY ANC THAT WISE CUV,' 




WAT N&HT 



WHY, SCOOP SCANL.ON 

you bio faker! you can't 

6 KATE A e 5TEP! NO WONOER 

you wantep td r 

ALONE OUT HERE 




MA\B£ AW CUTTING THE 1 
TELEPHONE WIRES IN ^ 

TH£ LOPG-E HAP SOMETHING 
TO Do WITH it; Pooc ^oop/ 




r&OOP EVENING, AtJSSl 
^ O'AIODBE/ MflV t JO/N Wi/j 
FOG A FEW MOMENTS? 




' WE'RE OUT PJ7ETTV PAR, MR, 
I ER, 8LAK5! THIS 15 WHERE 
THE 0OPV WAS PI5COVEREC 





Melvi.ii Bltikp was in excellent spirits. His, 
night's work had been profitable — he was six 
hundred dollars richer then when he started 
out. Ol course, the mere iact that he had to 
open a flimsy sale in a cheap jewelry store, 
was the reason WHY he was richer, which 
didn't faze him in the least. 

Melvin Blake was one ol the fastest and 
cleverest safe crackers in the business. 

"I don't mess with big stuff," he used to brag 
to his friends. "Big vaults and I don't get along 
— give me a simple safe with a few hundred, 
that's in the bag, and I'll settle anytime. Those 
time locks and burglar alarms are no good. 
They take too much time, and you take bigger 
risks. . . ." 

In the trade, he was known as the "Doc." 
This was understandable, because his appear- 
ance was noble and upstanding. He always 
carried a small black bag. containing his pre- 
cious set of ox. y- acetylene equipment, plus the 
best set of drills known to man. 

The Doc was a sympathetic type. Many 
stories were told of him, and his kindness to 
stray dogs, cats and humans. 

He loved life. He regarded safe cracking as 
a daring hobby, and secretly longed for the day 
when he could settle down, and live some pro- 
saic life — helping his fellow humans, and be- 
coming a useful citizen. 

As he walked along the dimly lit street, lined 
with dark brownstone houses, he laughed to 
himself. "What fools humans are," he said, 
half aloud. "Here they are — living in smug 
little houses, with smug little lives. I — " 

He stopped quickly, for a woman's scream 
broke the stillness of the early morning. He 
turned his head, and looked at the house from 
where the sound came. His eyebrow arched 
and his mind began to race. Questions danced 
through his brain. Who was it? What was it? 
He glanced up and own the street There 
wasn't a ripple of sound from any other house. 
No one had heard— that is. APPARENTLY, no 
one. 

He lingered for a moment in the shadows of 
a building, and drew a cigarette from a gold 
case. He lit the paper cylinder, and smoked, 
thoughtfully. 

Adventure — that was his middle name. What 
was BEHIND that scream? Was same on* in 



need of help? Why not lend his valuable aid 
to her plight? 

Why not. . . .? 

A few minutes later he was letting himself 
into the house with a pass-key from his as- 
sorted collection. He moved across the hall' 
way with a sound that resembled a piece of 
silk being dragged along a carpet. At a door- 
way, he paused. Angry voices, muffled, could 
be heard inside. The door slammed from with- 
in, and there was silence. 

He waited a good five minutes, and then in- 
serted one of his keys in the lock. There was 
a muffled "clack" as the simple tumble: 
turned. He walked in the room. 

On the floor, was the body of a man. Pos- 
sessed of all his senses, working at an alert 
feverish pace, he silently knelt down beside the 

The man was alive. Breathing painfully, but 
still alive. He opened his fluttering eyelids, and 
looked up at the kneeling figure. 

"I'm a Doctor," Melvin purred in his most 
dulcet tones. "I heard a commotion outside 
and came in — can I help you — ? And the lady 
— what of her?" 

The man smiled, crookedly and helplessly. 
"Lady?" he muttered. "You mean my sister — 
She's in the nexl room. We were quarreling 
over — over her inheritance — in that wall safe 
over there," He pointed to a picture on the 

Instantly the Doc's brdin became electrified 
with ideas. Inheritance . . . wall safe ... a 
man lying on the floor. Money was in the air, 
and he meant to reach out for some of it. 

He cleared his throat. 

"You're obviously sick," he said. "What 
seems to be the trouble. What's this all 
about . . ;?" 

The man smiled weakly. 

"Heart" he said briefly. "I'm on my last legs. 
I've been a gambler, a cheat, a liar— -every- 
thing rotten. But she's a fine little woman, and 
I—" 

He winced, and clutched at his heart. The 
Doc looked down at him with the eyes of Judas. 

"Have you had treatments?" he asked. 

The man nodded. Blake's observing eyes 

saw that here was a human on his way out 

dying—in a 'miserable manner. 



But the same observing eyes shitted to the 
picture on the wall. Behind it, was something 
in keeping with his profession. Inheritance — 
money — gold—maybe, jewelry and diamonds. 
- "Look." he said to the man. "You' need 
medical attention — and need it quickly. I 
would advise as a physician, oi course, thai 
you take a few injections of nitro-glycerin. 1 
have my medical equipment here." 

The man nodded weakly. 

"1 know." he said. "I've had 'em before . . . 
I'm through . , . I've wasted my life . . . but I 
wanted to — to — " 

The Doc opened his bag as the man spoke, 
and brought out a shiny hypodermic syringe. 
He carefully loaded it with the same deadly 
portion used in blowing open the door of a safe. 

"You wanted to — what?" he asked, as he 
deftly rolled up the man's sleeve. 

The man sighed, as Blake prepared to 
plunge the slender needle into his bared arm. 

"I wanted — to — to — see that she got her 
money — her Inheritance — her—" 

The needle plunged its way home. The man 
gave an audible gasp, and his glassy eyes 
brightened. 

"Thanks," he said. "That helps, I'm dying 
and I know it. I've made a mess of my life — " 

The Doc looked down at him — coldly — im- 
personally. "You haven't much further to go." 




he said. "Where is your sister?" 

The man pointed with a fluttering hand to 
a door. "In there," he answered weakly. 
"She's exhausted^— I— I HIT her!" 

The Doc looked at him with amused con- 
tempt, "You hit a woman?" he asked. 

The man nodded. "I'm sorry," he said. "I 
wish that I could be forgiven for my sins — but 
— it's too late — " 

He was sinking rapidly. 

Silently Blake loaded the hypodermic 
syringe again. This last shot of liquid fire 
shouM be strong enough to make the man re- 
veal something Blake wanted to know. 

"What is the combination of the safe?" he 
asked. "Possibly, I may be of some help in 
restoring some of your sister's inheritance. . . ." 

Again, the hypodermic syringe was plunged 
into the man's arm. He looked up at Biake. 



"What— what are you?" he asked. "A crook 
— $ Why do you ask me THAT?" 

Blake began to speak, smoothly and quietly. 
He tried to explain to the dying man, his wil- 
lingness to help. After ell, he was a Doctor. 

"A Doctor!" exploded the man. You're a 
PHONEY! I can read it in your eyes—you're— 

His eyes and mouth closed at once. Then 
his mouth opened once more, and he gave 
vent to a long drawn out sigh. 

Blake looked at him. 

"Dead. . . ." he muttered. "Dead as a door* 
nail." Blake got up and walked towards the 
other door. He opened it softly, and looked in. 
On the bed was a young woman in a shabby 
nightgown, unconscious. He looked down at 
her, and took note of her pale features and wan 
complexion, 

"Malnutrition," he said softly to himself. He 
left the room and walked through the deserted 
house, puffing on a cigarette. The ice-box wan 
empty. There wasn't a drop of food In the 
house. Truly, it was-a shabby situation. Then, 
he paused in front of the picture on the wall, 
and moved it aside. Behind the picture was a 
small round wall-safe. 

Five minutes later, his dell fingers felt the 
last tumbler fall in the old fashioned safe. 
"This job is a set-up," he grinned. "A dead 
man — an unconscious woman— a safe loaded 
with inheritance money — it's — " 

He stopped short and gasped. 

The safe was empty! 

Melvin Blake was truly an adventurer. He 
stood staring at the empty safe for some time, 
puffing on his cigarette. Then his eyes shifted 
to the dead man and the door beyond. He 
looked at his bag on the floor, then back to the 
safe again. The bag contained nearly six hun- 
dred dollars in cash. 

Ten minutes later, the girl was awakened by 
the police. They came with soup, fruit-juices 
and other nourishment and handed her a note. 
She read St. wide-eyed and incredulous. It 
was from "Doc" and read in part: 

"Your brother unfortunately died In my arms 
from his heart ailment. I notified the police of 
the condition here. Before dying, your brother 
asked me to inform you that he had hoped for 
your forgiveness. He didn't spend all your 
money— you will find In the wall safe nearly 
six hundred dollars which is rightfully yours. 
I could not tell you this as I was on another 
important case at the time, and had to leave 
this note — 

Sincerely yours. 
Doctor Blake." 

So Melvin Blake went home empty handed 
that night. He didn't know why he did what he 
did. To his way of thinking, it was the proper 
thmg to nave dene under the circumstances. 
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50.HADLEY FIRED YOU.EH? THAT'S 
FUNNy,„VOU WERE A5OD0'WDCK£E'. 

THEBES SOMETHING^ 

FUNNY GOIN' ON 

GROUND 'THIS PLACE. 

I TWWK I'LL KM LITTLE 

LOOKIN' AROUND 

AFTER I LEAVE... 




50 THAT'S THEIR GAME? 
GREASING THE TRACKS! 

, AND THE LUMBER TRAIN 
HAS TO GO DOWN THAT 





DO YOU LIKE TERRIFIC OOAAICS ?... THEN YOU'LL 
SURELY ENJOY REAPING THESE THREE GR>EAT 
COM/C AM<34Z/W£S/ 
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YOU'RE 
MISTAKEN 
ABOUT THAT 
PEAR.' I'M A 
VERY LIGHT 
SLEEPER, AW 
I DIPN'T HEAR 
THE PHONE/ VEJU 
WERE PREAWINS.' 
-YOU HAP A 
NIGHTMARE, - 




^BELIEVING that THE SHOCK OP £Off!S- AODOeNT 
"HAS TEMPORAR/LY APPECTEC DOROTHY'S MtNb 
MRS. HAMILTON P/NALLY PERSUAPES HEX 
PAUSHTER 7E> CONSUL T A PSyCH/ATRISTJ 





HEARTHSTONE SANlTAR/UM" 



PLBMB--]^^T£R^^ROr^YHA,YaSi/pA sd WEEK LATER, AT THE 

MRS. HAMILIDnTV^ ■ "1 I' F HEARTHSTONE SAH/TAA 

- 'T INTERFERE.' WHAT PIP \ HE SWD *OU 
SOS SAY, I PLAN TO 
DOROTHY? J SEND ME TD 
/THE HEARTHSTONE 
SANITARIUM — 
I'LL GO/ SOB 
■WANTS ME TO 
WAIT THERE 
UNTIL WE CAN 
AKRIEP/ 



-ITSlOYELYf 
WHEEEV THE 
TELEPHONE? 




LAST NIGHT AT 
THE STROKE OF 
MIPNlGHT r 
f SUPPENLY AWAKEN- 
EP AND I PISTINCT- 
LY HEARD THE 
ORGAN IN THE 
CHAPEL PLAYING 
THE WEDDING 
MARCH/ 



t/P YOU SNJOY TH/S STORY? 

'if so wars as a/\p lst us 
wow— TERRIFIC CbWcr 

<Xo tvesr #z ~>**Sz 



' SPEAKING OF GIRLS, 
WE'RE SUPPOSEP TO 
SHOOT THE BEAUTY 
PAGEANT AT HILL GROVE 
0EACH.'--- HOW WOULP 
yOU LIKE TO COME ALONG, 





Pi/T UNKNOWN TO ANYONE, 
RAJAH HAS PRESSEP THE 
BUTTON, STARTING- THE 
CAMERA, ANP IS HAVING- A 
ORANQ TIME IMITATING- HIS 
BELOVEP MASTER 



HER CROWN, . . SHE Xl FEEL 
WAS TO BE. A <?UEEN.' J TERRIBLY 
HERE.., TAKE IT. . ,7 SORRY 
1 CAN'T BEAR / — FOB YOU, 
THE SIGHT JfAR. TBAYMORE. 



THERE HE IS... T THAT LITTLE 
OVER THERE... ^BEGGAR 15 
ANO H£'S GOT GOING- TO 
THE CAAte/tH J G-ET LIS IN 
antfJG-f — W — - 






MINUTE LRTER- 
' JUST A5 I THOUC-HT, . 
POISON, . . 77*97" G-/RL. 
WAS MURDERED! 




BUCK — BRONCHO .T. XYEAH. . . 
LISTEN... WE'RE GONNA l LET'S SEE 
SCREEN YOUR SM0T5 IN / MOW GOOP 
A COUPLE H0UR5.' WANT/A CAMERA- 




THI5 15 A COOP Tie WHAT 
ONE. . . MERE WE /YOU SAY 
HAVE A REAL - < IS TRUE, 
MURDER ON \I CAN'T 
OUR HANDS, ANP UNPER- 
WE PONT KNOW STANP 
WHERE TO / WHY 

START LOOKING/ANYONE 

FOR THE * WOULP 

URPERER// WANT TO 

KNOCK OPP 

SUCH A NICE 

TOMATO.., SHE 

LOOKEP HARM' 






' AND THAT'S IT. . . HIS NAME^ PIG-BY,' YvEAH.' BUT 
HE WA5 THE MANAGER OP THE C-lGL HERE'S ONE 
THAT ME THOUGHT WOULD WIN / MONKEY THAT 



THE CONTEST. . . THAT REDHEAD. . 
HE FOUGHT WITH THE OTHER 
JUDGES, AND WHEN HE LOST HE 
DECIDED TO CUB HER OUT IN THIS . 
NOVEL FASHION.' 



GOSH.' THAT'S 
SOME FUNNV 
WAV TO COMMIT 
I MURDER!!'. 




MAPB A MONKEY 
OUT OF HIM BV 
TAKIN' A MOVIE OP 
HIM REMOVtN' 
THE POISON PIN 




STARTED THE 
CAMERA, AND GOT 
THAT SHOT OF 
PIG0V, WHEN HE 
THOU&HT NO ONEJVAS 
LOOKIN'. ,.ANP WE 
THOUGHT HE WAS 
WASTING FILM.... 
gUT HE C-OT A SCOOP 
FOR ACME 1N5TEAD,' , 
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AMAZE YOUR FRIENDS!" 

Win New 
Popularity! 

Learn 

JUDO • CARD TRICKS 

HYPNOTISM • DANCING 

PIANO • FORTUNE TELLING 

FRENCH • SPANISH 
and other fascinating subjects. 

These Books Teach You How! 

HOW TO LIVE TO 100!: This remarkable back reveal* modern medicine'* greatest secret* of long 
life, and shows how you can easily fake advantage of them, ta Increase your own life tpan. Authentic, 
scientific, omoiingi $1.00 




Of the deadly Judo. 



t fear* 



fighting technique known! (1.00 

the wonderful Simplex course guarantees to teach 

$1.00 

hey've ever heard. If you Can play the piano at 
$!.« 



. AMERICAN JUDO: A complete mai 

. SIMPLEX PIANO COURSE: Even if 

■, to ploy from actual sheet music, with both hands— In one week! . . 

. BOOGIE WOOSIE IS EA5Y1: Amaze your friends with the hottest music 

Veil, you can quickly play authentic boogie woogie! 

FIGHTER'S LIBRARY 

Polio Jiu Jlttu 50c S. How to Dai 

'Police Wrestling 50c 4. Swing Steps 

Scientific Boiing - 50c 7. Tap Danein. 

PUBLIC SPEAKING FORTUNE TELLING 

Joa Millar's Jcle Seal SOc ],. Forluns Telling by Cards 

Ready-Made Speethe, 2J . Astrology-Horoscopes 

and loattti SOc , 7 Prirl=a A || D rBam n ok 

CARD TRICKS AND MAGIC 



DANCE LIBRARY 

EEEEsjE 



;; a ;.; V -f. 



SOc 

SOc 

SOc 24. Span 

MISCELLANEOUS 



aught . 



200. FRANK SINATRA'S "HOW TO SING POPULAR SONGS": The idol of n 

make him the greatest voice in radio today, and tells how you can male the most c 




TWO 

r BOOKS 

&ncluoled> 






i 



?L NEWEST DANCES 






NEW Revised Edition 

Includes the RHUMBA, CONGA, 
SAMBA, yTTERBUG . . . 

FOX TROT. WALTZ and TAP DANCING 

All the newest Swingf'steps — the Rhumba, 
Conga, Samb.i, Jitterbug, as well as the Fox 
Trot, Waltz ;ind basic tap steps — explained 
with simple, graphic diagrams. 

GET MORE FUN OUT C^tlFE! Swing your way 
to popularity! Start now .ind fill your future 
■'£KE THIS FREE TEST! The new 

;y Lee's book, Dancing, 

" and quickly. Be con- 

gjth results, you will 

jnembef, we in- 

[Ping" and 



t ■ " 



SEND NO MONEY! Pay the postman $1.98 plus a 

postage. Fallow instructions in ALL THREE BOOKS— 

practice simj-le dance steps each day and in 5 days if yoJ 

dance, we will refund your money] 




